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and as it were groping, staggering, and stumbling
at every rush: And when I have gone as far as I
can, I have no whit pleased my selfe: for the fur-
ther I saile, the more land I descrie, and that so
dimmed with fogges, and overcast with clouds,
that my sight is so weakned, I cannot distinguish
the same. And then undertaking to speake in-
differently of all that presents it selfe unto my
fantasie, and having nothing but mine owne
naturall meanes to imploy therein, if it he my hap
(as commonly it is) among good Authors, to
light upon those verie places which I have under-
taken to treat off, as even now I did in Plutarke,
reading his discourse of the power of imagina-
tion, wherein in regard of those wise men, I
acknowledge my selfe so weake, and so poore, so
dull and grose-headed, as I am forced both to
pittie and disdaine my selfe, yet am I pleased
with this, that my opinions have often the grace
to jump with theirs, and that I follow them a
loofe-off, and thereby possesse at least, that which
all other men have not; which is, that I know the
utmost difference betweene them and my selfe:
all which notwithstanding I suffer my inventions
to run abroad, as weake and faint, as I have pro-
duced them, without bungling and botching the
faults, which this comparison hath discovered to
me in them. . . I never spake of others, but
that I may the more speake of my selfe. This
concerneth not those mingle-mangles of many